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Strong, simple, silent, therefore such was lie

Who helped us in our need; the eternal law

That who can saddle Opportunity

Is God's elect, though many a mortal flaw

May minish him in eyes that closely see,

Was verified in him : what need we say

Of one who made success where others failed,

Who, with no light save that of common day,

Struck   hard,  and   still   struck  on   till Fortune

quailed,

But that (so sift the Norns) a-desperate van
Ne'er fell at last to one who was not wholly man.

A face all prose where Time's [benignant] haze
Softens no raw edge yet, nor makes all fair
With the beguiling light of vanished days;
This is relentless granite, bleak and bare,
Eoughhewn, and scornful of aesthetic phrase;
Nothing is here for fancy, naught for dreams.
The Present's hard uncompromising light
Accents all vulgar outlines, flaws, and seams.
Yet vindicates some pristine natural right
O'ertopping that hereditary grace
Which marks the gain or loss of some time-fondled
race.

So Marius looked, methinks, and Cromwell so,
Not in the purple born, to those they led
Nearer for that and costlier to the foe,
New moulders of old forms, by nature bred
The exhaustless life of manhood's seeds to show,
Let but the ploughshare of portentous times